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that we thought they were robbers. Catherine and Olga can bear
us out in that."
The cook and the maid had run back along the passage to the
kitchen and were standing with their arms tight round one another
in mortal terror.
"Whatever we do," I continued, "Eber must keep out of this.
You know the plans for tomorrow, Eber. Do your best for those
boys if we're not with you. Besides, if they arrest us we'll need some-
body outside. Let Eber go and then we'll decide."
Eber shook hands with us, wished us luck, and stepped out again.
The telephone rang. It was the chairman of our house-committee,
A representative of the Cheka was with him. They had a warrant to
search my flat and wished to come up. This was a different tune
from their last attempt to enter. Perhaps we had not done so badly
for ourselves.
"Tell him to come up at once," I said.
There was a polite knock at the door and the Cheka official
entered. He was a sour-looking individual and was followed by four
heavily armed soldiers. From his accent I could tell he was an
Esthonian. He produced an official warrant signed by Peters, the
second-in-command of the Cheka. I began my apology and explana-
tion, indicating the unconscious bodies still lying on the hall floor.
He cut me short with an impatient gesture.
"Make your complaint in the proper quarter," he grunted.
Two of the soldiers thereupon carried out their companions
while the other two remained to guard us. By this time, of course,
the whole of our building was awake, and this being the first Cheka
search that had taken place in our block there was intense excite-
ment among the occupants, and they crowded the stairs and door
and some even ventured into the apartment to see what was
happening.
Of the seven rooms only one contained anything incriminating.
These were the fake passports and other documents I have already
mentioned and they were in a couple of cases in a small box-room
in the servants' quarters. If they were found, of course, the fat was
in the fire. I had no idea how to divert the attention of the Cheka
searchers from them. I merely had to wait and see what happened.
The hall cupboard was opened. Hats and coats were pulled out
and K------'s mandolin. I turned round to smile at him, but he had
vanished. The first door led to the dining-room and here the attack
concentrated on the sideboard. There were the usual crockery,
glasses and cutlery, and a dozen bottles of champagne and three
bottles of whisky. All other articles were thrown on the floor, but
when the Esthonian lifted out the bottles of liquor he placed them